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SCENE  —  The  Baron  de  Briancourt's  Chateau  and 
its  Environs  in  Picardie. 

TIME  —  From    Noon    till   the   beginning  of 

Evening. 


The  Mufic  by  MR.  KELLT 


Youth,  Love,  and  Folly. 


A  C  T     L 

SCENE  I.-t-A  Hall  in  BRIANCOITRT'J  Chateau,  -with 
Doors  leading  info  different  Chambers. — ARINETTE 
tntcrs  with,  a  flow  and,  meditative  Step,  from  an  inner 
Apartment,  Jhe  holds  a  Volume  of  Effays  in  her  Hands 
which /he  appears  to  read,  but  her  Eye  frequently  wan- 
ders from  the  Page,  and  a  general  Inattention  in  her 
Manner >  befpeaki  Abftrattion  and  Reverie. 

AIR,  Arinette. 

.jp  REYBE  ARD  Pedants  fagely  tell  us 

Youth  fhould  aik  advice  of  age ; 
And,  if  frolic  blood  impel  us, 

Counfel  firft  the  moral  page. 
Say,  grave  babblers  I  can  ye  quiet 

Nature's  throbs  by  form  or  rule  ?  k  j 

Ofj  when  paflions  madly  riot, 

Bid  the  fever'd  pulfe  be  cool  ? 
No  ye  cannot — Love's  light  pinion 

Flutters  o'er  your  toils  in  (corn, 
Reafon  vainly  claims  dominion, 

Reafon  knelt  when  Love  was  born  ! 
Spring's  firfl  bloflbms  crown  the  God, 

Early  funbeams  light  his  way, 
Hearts,  by  millions,  wait  his  nod 

Clafp  his  chains  and  blefs  hisfway  ! 
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Heigho  !  what  a  numerous  family  of  troubles 
are  begotten  of  one  Jittle  error  !  —  I  runaway  from 
my  relations  to  follow  my  lover  ;  and  here  I  am,  in 
a  Grange  houfe,  regarded  with  fufpicion,  and  forced 
to  fhrink  from  every  eye,,  left  my  perfon  mould  be 
recognifed.  —  Ah  !  if  I  could  have  forefeen  only  half 
the  corifequences  my  indifcretion  has  produced  —  but 
no  —  Love  has  ran  about  the  world  blind-folded  ever 
fince  he  was  born  ;  land,  while  the  carelefs  urchin 
plays  with  the  leaves  of  the  rofe,  he  dreams  not  of 
the  thorn,  that  lurks  in  ambufh  under  them.  — 

Enter  LA  FLEUR. 

•  La  F.  Madam,  this  bundle  contains  the  whole 
drefs  complete,  which  you  ordered  me  to  purchafe. 

Ari.  Carry  it  into  my  chamber  —  and  be  fure,  La 
Fieur,  that  not  a  word  efcapes  you  of  my  projed  to 
your  matter.  (LA  FLEUR  paj/es  info  the  Chamber) 
Yes  —  the  more  I  reflect,  the  more  I  become  pleated 
with  this  defign,  by  which  I  can  at  once  remain  with 
my  lover,  and  evade  the  fufpicion  of  his  family. 

Enter  Louis  PE  LINVAL. 

Lin.  My  dearefl  Arinette  !  you  fee  me  over- 
whelmed with  diftrefs  —  we  are  threatened  with  the 
greateft  of  dangers. 

Art.  Howl  the  great  eft!  —  do  you  then  ceale  to 
love  me,  Linval  ? 

Lm  Ah  !  I  affeftionate  you  more  tenderly  than 
ever  —  yet  we  mud  part. 

'An.  Part\  —  And  is  it  you  who  pronounce  that 
cruel  word  ?  —  oh,  Linval  !  Linval  ! 

Lm.  Liften  to  me,  Annette,  nor  condemn  me  as 
yet  unheard,  —  my  Uncle  is  expected  here  every 
minute. 

Ari.  Your  Uncle  ! 

Lin.  Alas  !  yes  —  I  expected  he  would  have  re- 
mained till  fummer  at  Paris,  and  therefore  ventured 
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to  bring  you  here — but  my  Uncle  has  fuddenly 
changed  his  plans,  and  if  he  finds  you  in  the  houfe, 
we  are  both  undone. 

Ari.  You  were  not  always  fo  prudent,  or  fo 
fearful. 

Lin. :  Oh  !    you  have  not  heard  th-e  word — • 

Ari.  Speak! 

Lin.  My  Uncle  wifhes  me  to  marry — and  he 
brings  with  him  to  the  cattle,  a  lady  whom  he  has 
defigned  for  my  wife. 

Ari.  You  marry!  ah! — ill  remain  here — I'll 
follow  you  through  the  world — I'll  never  quit  you — 
You  marry  ! — I  hope,  at  lead,  you  will  ftay  till  I  arn 
dead. 

Lin.  Deareft  girl  !  compofe  yourfelf— you  know 
I  never  will  abandon  you ;  but  I  have  often 
told  you,  that  I  have  no  fortune,  and  am  entirely 
dependant  on  the  pleafure  of  my  Uncle. — He  loves 
me  as  a  fon,  and  has  promifed  to  leave  me  heir  to 
all  his  wealth ;  but  in  return,  he  expedls  from  me, 
an  implicit  obedience. — This  lady  whom  he  wifhes 
me  to  marry,  is  the  daughter  of  one  of  his  oldeft 
friends — I  fhouW  forfeit  every  thing  by  aflat  refufal, 
but  give  me  time,  and  I  may  perfuade  the  old  gen- 
tleman out  of  his  defign — meanwhile,  you  (hall  re- 
tire to  a  neighbouring  houfe,  and  live  concealed 
from  every  eye. — Our  feparation  flia41  not  laft  long, 
and  Linval  will  rather  die  than  forfake  his  love. 

Ari.  I  (hall  remain  here. 

Lin.  Remain  !  and  what  will  become  of  us,  if  my 
Uncle  fees  you  ? 

Ari.  Leave  that  to  me. — 1  have  a  fcheme  which 
provides  me  againft  all  hazards. 

Lin.  What  fcheme  ? 

Ari.  A  frolic,  which  I  had  intended  for  anothei 
occafion,  but  which  will  ferve  me  admirably  in  this. 
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But  my  Uncle — 

An.  Your  Uncle  (hall  fee  me  — 

Lin.  What  will  be  fay  ? 

^r«.  That  I  am  a  very  agreeable  perfon. 

Lin.  My  dear  Arinette  !  you  don't  know  my  Ua- 
cle — when  once  he  is  offended — 

Ari.  Leave  all  to  me — I  tell  you  I  fhall  remain 
here. 

Lin.  But    this    woman    who    accompanies     my 
Uncle- 
ar/ This  woman  (hall  fee  me  alfo. 

Lin.  Nay,  but  reflect — 

Ari  I  have  reflected — and  I  repeat  to  you,  I  have 
a  fcheme,  by  whicn  I  fhall  remain  with  you,  and 
not  difcover  my  perfon. 
'  Lin.  But  what  is  this  fcheme  ? 

Art.  A  fecret. 

Z/».  Nay  confide  in  me — 

Art.  No — no— Time  will  difcover  all. 


DUETTO*     Arinette  and  LinvaL 

Art.  Linval !  no  more 

Ceafe  to  implore, 
Nor  afk  a  boon  I  mufl  deny, 

All  I  conceal, 

Time  will  reveal, 
And  fwiftly  too,  for  minutes  fly« 

Lin.  Deareft  Creature, 

'Tis  ill-nature 
To  trifle  thus,  when  thus  befougkt. 

Secrets  dteftroy 

Love's  deareft  joy, 
The  frank  exchange  of  every 
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An.  No  jealous  fear,  no  dark  diftruft 

Should  ever  mar  my  Li  rival's  reft, 

Lin.  I  harbour  not  one  thought  unjuft, 

But  this  concealment  pains  the  breaft. 

[The  Bugle  <horn  founds  at  the  Caftk-Gate.~\ 

Lin.  Signal  of  fear, 

The  Baron  is  here  ; 
Fly,  fly,  my  love,  this  inftant  fly  ! 
An.  Linval,  'tis  vain, 

Here  I'll  remain, 
To  meet  and  cheat  detection's  eye ! 

Lin.  Go  !  pr'ythee,  go  ! 

Ari.  No,   Linval,  no  I 

ARINETTE   retires   towards  her  Chamber — LINVAL 
Jollows  her,  but  by  a  peremptory  Aftionjhe  forbids  his 
Approach,  and  clofes  the  Door  in  defiance  of  his  Efforts 
to  detain  her. 

Enter  LA  FLEUR. 

La  F.  Sir  the  Baron  is  arrived  with  a  ftrange  lady, 
they  have  juft  alighted  from  the  carriage.  [Exit. 

Lin.  Heavens !  fhe  has  locked  the  door — what 
imprudence — what  the  devil  (hall  I  do  ? — If  my 
Uncle  fees  her,  I  am  undone  for  ever — S'death  they 
are  here. 

Enter  the  BARON  and  CLOTILDA. 

Bar.  So,  Sir,  you  are  here,  it  feems — you  are  be- 
come a  great  perfonage,  and  muft  be  waited  upon — 
I  think  it  would  have  been  more  refpedful,  had  you 
met  us  earlier. 

Lin.  (Bowing  to  CLOTILDA  with  embarrajjment.) 
Dear  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon — but  I  was  in  fuch  a 
iurprife  at  the  moment — 
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Bar.  An  agreeable  furprife,  no  doubt — for  I  now  in- 
troduce you,Sir,to  a  charming  young  lady,  whofealli-  ' 
ance  will  confer  an  honour  upon  our  family.  (Afide.) 
now  you  dog,  now  for  a  difplay  of  your  gallantry — 
(LiNVAL  Stands  confounded.)  Well,  where  are  your 
foft  fpeeches — why.  Sirrah !  have  you  got  a  lock-jaw? 
Clotilda !  my  love,  can't  you  fpeak  ? 

Clot.  My  filence,  Sir,  is  natural. 

Ear.  Zounds!  natural!  a  woman  to  be  filent ! 
do  you  call  that  natural  ? — And  you,  Sirrah!  why 
you  (land  like  a  ftatue  ! 

Lin.  Really,  Sir, — ray  aftonifhment — my  fur- 
prife— my  emotion — 

Bar.  Your  furprife— your  emotion, — -here's  lan- 
guage, truly !  a  man  introduced  to  a  young  and 
beautiful  woman — 

Lin.  That,  Sir,  is  precifely'what  I  was  going  to  fay. 

Bar.  Well,  come,  I'll  excufe  you  for  the  prelent, 
but  another  time,  I  truft,  you'll  be  able  to  make 
Jove  for  yourfelf,  without  depending  on  your  old 
Uncle  for  a  prompter. — Now  for  more  preffing  bu- 
linefs — let  me  felect  an  apartment  for  this  lady. — I 
think  yonder  room  will  fuit  her — let  me  fee — 

(Goes  towards  ARINETTE'J  Chamber.) 
Lin.  ( Eagerly  interpofing.)  No,  Sir,  no — that  room 

will  never  do — it's  quite  out  of  order — the  chamber 

oppoute  will  be  more  convenient  for  the  lady. 
Bar.  Right,   that  chamber  is  more  cheerful,  and 

opens  to  the  garden. — Remember,  my  love,  you  are 

to  confider  that  apartment  as  your  own. 

(CLOTILDA  bowi  'with  indifference. 
Bar  Linval,  come  with  me — I  have  fome  ar- 
rangements to  make,  and  we  will  leave  this  dear  girl" 
to  recover  from  her  embarraffment. — She  is  fiJent 
now — her  bafhfulnefs — her  maiden  modefty,  and 
delicate  habits  of  referve,  are  not  to  be  got  rid  of  iu 
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a  day — but  when  you  become  intimate,  you  will  find 
her  a  very  fenfible  creature,  I  affure  you. 

[Exit  with  LINVAL. 

Clot.  What  a  fate  is  mine  ! — Unfortunate  condi- 
tion of  woman  ! — TA"e  are  born  flaves,  and  our  hap- 
pinefs  or  mifery  muft  ever  depend  on  the  caprice  of 
our  mafters. — I  am  feparated  from  the  only  man  I 
can  love,  and  commanded  to  marry  another,  whom 
I  have  fcarcely  feen. — Surely  'tis  the  worft  of  ty- 
ranny, that  hangs  its  fetters  on  the  heart ! 

AIR.     Clotilda. 

The  fable  Maid,  to  bondage  fold, 

With  throbbing  heart  and  ilreaming  eyes 
Beholds  the  unknown  billows  rife 
And  mourns  the  dire  abufe  of  gold. 
The  gun  is  fir'd — fails  fwell  to  air — 

Her  home  diffolves  in  fky  and  wave- 
She  beats  her  bread — me  rends  her  hair — 
And  calls  on  thofe,  who  cannot  fave! 

Nor  yet  to  Afric's  favage  race 

Is  Freedom's  fhameful  fale  confin'd  -9 
Thro'  Europe's  realms,  Man's  polijb'd  Mind 

Incurs  for  gold  the  fame  difgrace. 

There,  many  a  Maid  muft  vainly  claim 

The  deareft  rights  which  Nature  gave; 

And,  mock'd  with  Freedom's  empty  name, 

Sink,    chain'd   in    ftate— A   SPLENDID 
SLAVE! 

Enter  BON  A. 

Eona.  Oh  !  Madam ! — I  have  fuch  news — would 
you  believe  it  ? 
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Clot.  What? 

Sana  I  have  feen  him,  Madam — I  have  feen  him— 

Cht.  Whom? 

Bona  Whom,  but  the  poor,  clear, faithful,conftant, 
handfome  Mr.  Florimond  himfelf ! 

Clot.  Heavens !  Fiorimond  ! — furely  you  dream— 

Bona  Madam,  I'll  fwear  to  him, — I  law  him  ride 
up  to  the  inn  at  the  foot  of  the  bridge, — I  dare  fay 
he  has  followed  us  from  Paris,  and  will  come  after 
you  to  the  caftle. 

Clot.  Heavens  forbid  ! — Fly,  Bona,  inftantly  to 
the  inn,  and  command  him  on  no  account  what- 
ever— 

Bona.  What!  may  I  not  fay  fomething  to  comfort 
him — may'nt  I  tell  him  dill  to  hope  ? 

Clot.  No— -yes — tell  him,  Bona — any  thing — but 
that  he  muft  not  come  near  the  caftle. — 

Bona  I'll  tell  him,  Madam,  that  he  muft  not  come 
till  you  alter  your  mind,  and  that  I  am  fure  will  be 
in  five  minutes.  [  Exit. 

Clot.  Heavens!  this rafh,  impetuous  Florimond — 
I  muft  retire  to  conceal  my  agitation. — I  forget 
which  chamber  the  Baron  faid  was  to  be  mine—  I 
believe  it  was  this — let  me  fee — (Goes  to  ARINETTE'J.) 

An.  (Within,}  Who's  there? 

Clot.  Ah  !  a  voice — fomebody  is  in  this  chamber. 

An,  La  Fleur.  is  it  you  ? 

Clot.  It  founds  like  a  woman's  voice — 

Art.  Why  don't  you  anfwer? — Well,  here  I  am — 
equipped  for  the  ftarting-poft,  Cap-a-pee ! 

ARINETTF.  darts  cut,  dreffed  as  a  little  Jockey — CLO- 
TILDA Jcr  earns  with  fur  prize,  and  they  both  rtgard 
each  other  infilencefor  a  few  moments. 

ATI.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Madam,  I  thought  I  had 
been  talking  to  La  Fleur.-— 

Clot.  Ai\d  I  miftook  your  chamber  for  my  own. 
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Art.  Heavens  !    Madam,  you  feetn  alarmed — 

Clot.  Indeed  you  frightened  me.  (She  takes  a  feat.) 

Art.  Pray  forgive  me — my  offence  was  uninten- 
tional. 

Clot.  1  believe  you. 

Art.  (Htfitating.)  Are  you,  Madam,  the  lady  who 
are  td  marry  Mr.  Linval  ? 

Clot.  (Sighing.)  Yes. 

Art.  Will  the  marriage  take  place  foon,  Madam  ? 

Clot.  I  do  not  know  that. 

Ari.  Forgive  my  curiofity,  Madam, — 

Clot.  Oh  !  I  do  not  blame  you  for  it. — Are  you 
with  Mr.  Linval? 

Ari.  Yes,  Madam,  I  am  with  him,  and  I  hope  for 
life. — But  fee, Madam,  my  mafter  is  here. — 

Enter  LINVAL  andtht  BARON. 

Lin.  {Starts.)  Heavens  !  what  do  1  fee  ? 

Ari.  (AJid'e.)  Hold  your  tongue. 

Bar.  Clotilda !  my  dear  child  are  you  ill  ? 

(Slot.  No,  Sir,  'twas  a  trifle — 

Ari.  (Steps for  ward.)  Yes,  Sir,  'twas  a  mere  trifle-*- 

Bar.  Ah  !  ah  !— Why,  Nephew — you  muft  fol- 
low the  fathion,  I  fee — -and  have  a  jockey  upon  your 
eftablifhment. 

Lin.  Yes,  Sir,- — this  is  only — a — a — 

Ari.  A  poor  boy,  Sir, — who  is  attached  to  Mr. 
Linval,  and  who  will  ferve  him  faithfully. 

Bar.  Excellently  anfwered,  faith  1 — Why,  Ne- 
phew — this  is  a  very  well-bred  lad  fora  jockey. 

Lin.  'Tis  the  beft  behaved  child  in  the  world,  Sir, 

Ari.  Yes,  Sir,  I  am  indeed — and  yet  Mr.  Linval 
wifties  to  part  with  me. 

Bar.  Eh!  Whyfo? 

Lin.  I  thought,  Sir,  you  might  difapprove — 

Bar.  I  ? — By  no  means — on  the  contrary,  I  make 
it  my  particular  requeft,  that  you  keep  him  with 
you —  C 
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Art.  There,  Sir. — You  hear  what  your  Uncle  fays. 

Bar.  I  like  your  looks,  my  little  fellow — I  have 
made  phyfiognomy  my  ftudy,  and  I  can  read  at  a 
fingle  glance,  there  is  no  deception  about  you. 

Ari.  I  am  afraid,  Sir,  you  think  better  of  me  than 
I  deferve, 

Ear.  Not  at  all. — for  if  you  was  inclined  to  ftra- 
tagem  or  artifice,  I  mould  difcover  it  at  an  inftant — 
no — no — I  fhould  like  to  fee  the  perfon  who  could 
impofe  upon  me! — What's  your  name  my  little 
fellow  ? 

Ari.  Alexander,  Sir, 

Bar.  Alexander  !  Zounds !  that's  a  fine  name  for 
a  jockey ! 

Ari.  Ah  !  Sir,  but  it  is'nt  Alexander  the  Great. 

Bar.  Hey!  a  dabbler  in  Hiftory  too! — and  have 
you  had  any  experience  upon  the  turf? 

Ari.  Yes,  Sir,  more  than  many  of  my  elders,- — 
and,  young  as  I  feem,  if  I  was  to  tell  you  all  I  have 
done,  I  think  you  would  acknowledge,  that  I  can 
fomedmes  take  in  the  knowing  ones. — 

. 

Song.     Annette. 

When  firft  I  ftrove  to  win  the  prize, 

I  felt  my  youthful  fpirits  rife  ; 

Hope's  crimfon  flufh  illum'dmy  face. 

And  all  my  foul  was  in  the  Race. 

When  weigh'd  and  mounted  'twas  my  pride 

Befoie  the  ftarting-poft  to  ride. 

My  rivals  dreft  in  red  and  green, 

But  I,    in  iimple  yellow  feen, 

In  ftands  around,  fair  ladies  fwarm, 
And  mark  with  fmiles  my  flender  form; 
Their  lovely  looks  new  arduor  raife, 
For  Beauty's  fmile  is  Merit's  praife! 
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The  flag  is  dropt — the  fign  to  dart — 
Away  more  fleet  than  winds  we  dart; 
And  tho'  the  odds  againft  me  lay, 
The  Boy  in  yellow  wins  the  day  ! 

Tho'  now  no  more  we  feek  the  Race, 

I  tru ft  the  Jockey  keeps  his  place;        \T    .. 

For  toll  to  win  the  ptize,  I  feel 

An  equal  wiftvan  equal  zeal ! 

And  ftill  Can  Beauty's  fmile  impart 

Delightful  tremor^  thro'  this  heart.       I  T  r/ 

Indeed  I  feel  it  flutter  now— 

Yes — while  I  look,  and  while  I  bow  ! 

My  tender  years  muft  vouch  my  truth — ' 
For  candor  ever  dwells  with  youth;         I  j*  « 
Then  fure  the  Sage  might  well  believe 
A  face  like  mine — could  ne'er  deceive.— 
If  here,  you  e'er  a  Match  mould  make, 
My  life  upon  my  luck  I'll  ftake ; 
And  'gainft  all  odds,  I  think  you'll  fay 
The  Boy  in  yellow  wins  the  day. 


Bar.  Bravo  !  my  little  Alexander. — Why  Ne- 
phew, this  jockey  of  yours  is  a  treafure. 

Lin.  If  you  approve  of  him,  I  allure  you,  Sir, 
that  I  (hall  never  part  with  him. 

Bar.  Oh  !  keep  him  by  all  means. — Clotilda,  my 
love,  let  me  lead  you  to  your  chamber — I  have  a  word 
or  two  to  fay  to  my  Nephew. — (Afide.to  CLOTILDA  as 
he  leads  her  to  the  Chamber.)  Do  you  know  that  he 
tells  me  you  have  enchanted  him — he  was  conquered 
at  the  firft  glance. — 

Clot.  Ah  !  -"(Sighs  and  retires.) 

Lin.  (Afide  to  ARINETTS,)   What  imprudence I 


*«  VOUTH,  LOVE,  AND  FOLLY. 

An..  (A/tde.)  Hold  your  tongue,  I  tell  you. 

Bar.  And  you,  matter  Alexander, — you  may  leave 
us  alfo. 

Ari.  I  obey,  Sir.  [Exif. 

Bar.  Nephew,  do  you  know  what  Clotilda  faid  to 
me  juft  now? 

Lin.  No,  Sir. 

Bar.  She  faid  that  (lie  liked  you  vaftly — nay,  ex- 
ceffively — prodigioufly— 

Lin.  Oh  !    my  dear  Sir. — 

Bar.  (Afide.)  Good  !  he  believes  me. — Come, 
Nephew,  now  let  us  talk  a  little  about  bufmefs. 

Lin.  Deign,  Sir,  to  hear  me  for  a  moment. — Are 
you  certain  that  the  lady  has  an  inclination  for  this 
match  ? 

Bar.  Quite  certain. 

Lin.  And  myfelf,  Sir, — do  you  conceive  this 
match  will  contribute  to  my  happinefs  ? 

Bar.  An  amiable  wife  muft  contribute  to  the  hap- 
pinefs of  any  man. 

Lin.  But  if  I  feel  no  predile&ion  for  the  perfon 
whom  you  propofe.— - 

Bar.  Uroph !  that's  as  much  as  to  fay — if  you 
feel  a  predilection  for  another  perfon. — I  can  tran- 
flate  your  meaning,  Harkye  !  Sir,  I  have  but  very 
few  words  to  fay  upon  the  fubjeft.  Clotilda  is 
the  daughter  of  my  oldeft  and  deareft  friend,  and 
I  have  fat  my  heart  upon  the  match. — You  have  no 
fortune,  I  (hall  give  you  all  I  poffefs,  if  you  marry 
this  Lady,  and  nothing  if  you  refufe  her. — Now 
Sir,  you  know  my  mind,  and  muft  decide  accord- 
ingly. 

Lin.  But  confider  Sir.-r-Love  ought  furely  to 
precede  marriage. 

Bar.  There  is  no  neceflhy. — Marry  firft  and  love 
afterwards.  Cupid  and  Hymen  mould  never  ftickle 
for  precedence,  but  like  well-bred  courtiers  flide 
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into  the   places,  which  it  is  mo*,  convenient  to 
affign  them. 

Lin.  Ah  \  Sir,   what   kind  of   union  muft    fub- 
fift  between  two  people,  who  do  not  love  each  other. 
Ear.  What   kind    of    union !     why,    zoons  and 
fury  !    do   you   think,   married   people   can't  live 
happily,   unlefs  they  are  always  billing  and  cooing 
together,  like  a  couple  of  turtles  ? — But  once  more, 
let    me  repeat  to  you,  Sir  ; — Marry  the  lady  and 
take  my  fortune,  or  ret'ufe  her  and  ftarve. 
Lin.  Will  you  then  force  me. — 
Bar.  Oh  !  no. — I  never  force — I  only  give  you 
a   choice. 

Lin.  And  if  I  refufe  the  Lady. — 
Bar.  I  difmherit  you. — I  difclaim  all  connexion 
with  you,  and  you  may  remain  a  beggar  for  life. 
Lin.  I  wifh  to  Satisfy  you — but  alas  !  the  heart. — 
Bar.  A  fiddleftickY  end  for  your    heart, — only 
offer  the  lady  your  hand,  and  I'll  engage  to  fupply 
every  other  deficiency. 

Lin.  You'll  drive  me  into  defpair. 
Bar.  You'll  drive  me  into  a  confounded  fury. 
Lin.  Deareft  Uncle  !  have  companion  upon  me  ! 
Bar.  Blood  and   Thunder !    here's  a  fellow  !— 
I  offer  him  a  beautiful  girl  with  a  noble  fortune,  and 
he  conjures  up  a  curft  tragedy  whine,  and  cries  "have 
"  compaffion  upon  me  !" — Why,  you  fhamelefs — 
you   ungracious — you — but   no — I'll   not   be   in   a 
paflion — it  is  not  in  my  nature,  ever  to  be  arbitrary 
or  dictatorial,  therefore  I'll  fay  no  more  than  this. — 
You  (hall  do  whatever  I  pleafe,  or  ftarve.       [Exit. 
Lin.  A  good  pleafant  predicament  I  have  got  into 
here.— What  thedevil  (hall  I  do? — Prudence  fays. — 
"  Obey   your    Uncle," — but    love  whifpers,  "  Be 
faithful   to  Annette." — I  doubt — I  hefitate — I  re- 
live— and  then  I  re-refolve  and  hefitate  and  doubt 
again. 
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AIR.     LinvaL 

By  doubts  and  fears  confounded, 
I  paufe — advance — retreat — 

With  dangers  ftand  furrounded, 
Nor  dare  to  truft  my  feet. 

Thus,   fome  ftray  bark  o'er  ocean, 

Without  a  compafs  rides — 
Tofs'd  wild  in  fitful  motion, 

The  fport  of  adverfe  tides  ! 

Enter  ARINETTE. 

Air.  Away,  Linval  your  Uncle  has  appointed 
me  here  to  fpeak  with  him  in  private.  I  fear  that 
he  fufpedh. — 

Lin.  Your  difguife  ? 

Ari.  He  ordered  me  to  attend  him,  with  a  very 
ferious  air. 

Lin.  But  do  you  think  he  gueffes4— 

Ari.  Away  \  I  hear  him  coming. 

[Exit.  LINVAL. 

Enter  BARON. 

Bar.  So  Matter  Alexander. — Come  here  my  little 
fellow,  I  want  your  affiftance,  to  clear  up  a  certain 
doubt  of  mine. 

Ari.  A  doubt,  Sir? 

Ear.  Yes,  I  have  a  certain  fufpicion,  which  I  wifh 
to  find  confirmed. — Liften  to  me. — You  love  your 
matter. 

Ari.  Oh  !  yes,  Sir. 

Bar.  You  defire  his  happiriefs  ? 

Ari.  Oh  !    yes,  Sir. 

Bar.  And  you  wifh  to  fee  him  married  ? 

Ari.  Oh !  yes  indeed,  Sir, — I  wi(h  that  above  all 
things. 

Bar.  Why  then  you  muft  be  aware, — that  he  ought 
to  obey  me,whenlpropofetohim  an  elegible  match.— 
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Ah  !  you  don't  anfwer  that — your  lilence  confirms 
my  fufpicions. — 

Ari.  Your  fufpicions,  Sir? 
Bar.  Little   Jockey,  little  Jockey!    you    know 
more  than  you  wifh  me  to  fuppofe. 

Ari.  I  Sir  r — Oh,  no,  I  know  nothing. 
Bar.  Come,  come,  you  can't  impofe  upon  me — 
but  harkye  Sir,  you  may  render  me  a  fervice. 

Air.  Oh  !  tell  me  how,  Sir  !  I  wait  your  com- 
mands. 

Bar.  Mind  if  youferve  me,  you  (hall  be  rewarded 
liberally.  Liften  then,  I  have  been  informed  that 
my  Nephew  has  an  affair  of  gallantry  with  a  certain 
filly  mad-cap  young  woman,  who  ran  away  from  her 
family  in  the  country,  and  followed  him  to  Paris — 
which  indifcretion,  clearly  proves  her  to  be  a  very 
licentious  hufley. 

Ari.  Or  rather  Sir,  that,  (he  has  a  very  fincere 
affe&ion  for  your  Nephew. — 

Bar.  Little  Jockey  ! — no — no — I  underftand  the 
human  chara&er,  and  my  penetration  is  fuch,  that 
I  can  fee  this  girl  ftanding  before  me  now. 
Air.  (Starts  back.)    Ah  ! 

Bar.  Why,  little  Jockey !  what  makes  you  ftart — 
did  you  difcover  any  thing  in  the  room  ? 

Air.  (Recovering  courage)  I — Oh!  no,  Sir,  but 
you  looked  fo,  that — I  thought  you  had, 

Bar.  No,  no,  nothing  — But  to  refume  my  dif- 
courfe — I  fufpeft  that  this  girl  is  ftill  with  my 
Nephew,  nay  that  he  has  lodged  her  at  fome  houfe 
in  this  very  neighbourhood. 

Ari.  This  neigbourhood  !  Why  Sir,  you  might  as 
well  fufpect  her  to  be  under  your  own  roof. 

Bar.  Ah  !  I'm  not  to  be  deceived. — I  know  it 
is  fo, — doubtlefs  he  frequently  goes  to  fee  her, — 
and  I  fufpeft  that  the  little  Jockey  fometimes  makes 
one  of  the  party. 

Ari.  Indeed  Sir,  I  never  go  from  this  houfe. 
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Bar.  Well — if  you  wifli  to  remain  here,  Sir, 
you  muft  ferve  me. 

Air.  How,   Sir? 

Ear.  You  muft  difcover  for  me,  where  this  girl 
is  concealed — then  inform  me  of  the  place,  and  I'll 
procure  a  Letlre -de -Cachet  to  feize  her  perfon. 

Ari.  And  what  will  you  do  with  her  ? 

Ear.  Why — if  (he  has  done  no  more  mifchief, 
than  fall  in  love  with  my  Nephew,  I  ih all  take  her 
back  to  her  family ;  but  if  I  find  her  to  be  an  aban- 
doned creature,  I'll  fend  her  to  a  houfe  of  corre&ion. 

Ari.  (After  a  pauje.)  You  will  do  very  right,  Sir, 

Bar.  You  think  fo  ? 

Art.  Beyond  a  doubt. 

Bar.  Then  you'll  ferve  me  ? 

An.  With  all  my  heart. 

Bar.  You'll  tell  me  every  thing  ? — You'll  ufe  no 
difguife. 

Ari.  No  more  than  I  do,  at  the  prefent  moment, 
depend  upon  it,  Sir. 

Bar.  In  that  cafe,  you  may  rely  upon  my  gene- 
rofity,  for  if  I  can  once  fecure  this  idle  girl,  every 
obfticle  will  be  removed  to  my  Nephew's  marriage 
with  Clotilda. 

Ari.  Does  Mr.  Linval  refufe  the  lady,  Sir  ? — 

Bar  Refufe  her  ! — no,  no — I  (hould  like  to  fee 
him  refufe  her. 

Ari.  What  does  he  accept  her,  Sir. 

Bar.  To  be  fure  — Every  thing  is  fettled, 

Ari.  Ah  !  he  accepts  her. 

Bar.  Does  that  furprife  you  ? 

Ari.  Oh  no,  Sir — it  isn't  furprife — it's  my  joy. 
( Faintly. ) 

Bar.  You'll  remember  your  promife. 

Ari.  Doubt  me  not. 

Bar.  Yes,  yes,  we  (hall  foon  have  this  young 
lady  lodged  fecurely. 

Within  four  walls. 
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Bar.  Aye,  ayev — (he'll  live  very  retired  at  the 
Conceirgerie — beating  of  hemp  will  be  a  pleafant 
employment  for  her — won't  it. 

Art.  (Striving  to  laugh.)  Oh!  yes  Sir, — very  plea* 
fant. 

Bar.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha !—  [fiwV. 

Ari.  He  accepts  her! — What  will  become  of 
me. — Linval  will  abandon  me.  Oh  !  no,  it  is  not 
poffible,  or  if  it  be,  there  is  no  faith  in  man,  and 
woman,  fond,  faithful  woman,  is  but  the  fool  and 
bubble  of  creation. 

Enter  LINVAL. 

Lin.  Well,  Arinette  !  are  your  fears  confirmed — 
does  my  Uncle  fufpect  your  difguife? 

Air  (Coldly  }  No,  Linval,  he  fuipefts  nothing. — 
But  I  have  another  fear,  which  tortures  my  poor  bo- 
fom  into  agony ! 

Lin.  Ah  !  What  is  it. 

Ari.  Can  you  afk  that  queftiort  ?  ah !  perfidious 
man,  is  it  not  true  that  you  have  abandoned  me ! 

Lin.  What  do  you  fay  ? 

Ari.  You  will  marry  Clotilda;  and  forget  your 
Vows  to  Arinette— to  her,  who  has  facrificed  every 
thing  for  you — her  home,  her  family,  her  friends, 
and  what  is  ftill  dearer  to  her,  perhaps  her  reputa- 
tion— But  I  fubmit  to  my  deftiny ;  yes,  Linval,  drive 
from  you  at  once,  an  unhappy  girl,  who,  when  (he 
lofes  your  protection,  has  no  alternative,  but  infamy 
or  death  ! 

Lin.  Hear  me,  Arinette  !  by  Heavens,  I  love  you 
more  tenderly  than  ever. 

Ari.  Ah !  have  you  not  confented  to  marry  thi$ 
woman  ? 

Lin.  I  did  bu  ttemporife,  to  pacify  my  Uncle— be 
aflured,  nothing  (hail  ever  induce  me  to  forfake 
you. 

D 
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Art.  May  I  believe,  you,  Linval  ? 

Lin.  By  all  my — 

Ari.  Well,  well,  no  protefting — I  will  believe  you, 
becaufe  I  cannot  bear  to  doubt — there,  my  fears  are 
gone — they  were  but  April  drops,  and  funfhine 
quickly  follows  them — 1  am  a  fond,  foolifh  girl, 
Linval, — my  fpirits  are  like  tides,  that  rife  and  fall 
with  every  change  of  wind  ;  but  let  me  be  once  af- 
fured  of  your  affection,  and  the  Halcyon  breeds  not 
on  a  calmer  current,  when  the  breeze  whifpers  low 
and  fummer  fans  difpenfe  their  fofteft  Iight4 


DUETTO.     Annette  and  Linval. 

Eyes !  living  cryftals,  ftain'd  with  thought, 
O  !  look — 'till  dazzled  fight  decay ! 

Lips  !  moving  rubies,  mufic- fraught, 
O  !  breathe  my  foul  in  fighs  away. 

My  dream  of  hope!  my  crown  of  pleafure! 

Thou  ONLY  ONE  in  life  to  me; 
Could  rifled  worlds  amafs  their  treafure, 

Nor  ore  nor  gem  fhould  purchafe  thee! 


SCENE  II. — An  Inn. — Enter  ANTOINE. 

Ant.  Holla!  Dennis!  I  fay,  Dennis — Blefs  me — 
blefs  me — here's  an  affair. — Rooms  full  of  com- 
pany —yard  full  of  carriages — larder  full  of  proviiions, 
and  nobody  to  attend, — Why,  Dennis!  I  fay  Dennis! 
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Enter  DENNIS. 

So,  Sirrah  !   you  are  come  at  laft — I  have  been  cal- 
ling for  you  as  loud  as  I  could  baul. — 

Den.  Yes,  and  the  guefts  have  been  founding 
the  bells  for  me,  as  loud  as  they  could  ring — there's 
the  gentleman  in  the  lamb,  grown  as  furious  as  a 
tyger — he  vows  to  break  all  our  heads,  if  his  cabriole 
is  not  ready  in  five  minutes, — and  he  has  called  you 
fuch  names, — 

Ant.  Has  he  ? — Then  he  (hall  pay  for  his  info- 
lence, — mind,  Dennis,  that  you  flip  an  extra  item 
into  his  bill,  for  foul  words. 

Den.  The  company  of  the  Abbeville  diligence 
are  waiting  for  their  dinner — they  want  road  fowls. — 

Ant.  There  are  two  ready  drefTed — let  them  be 
warmed,  and  fent  up. 

Den.  Sir,  thofe  are  not  eatable — they  have  flood 
upon  our  Tabk-£  Hole  till  they  are  as  well  known 
as  the  fign  over  our  door — they  have  turned  upon 
the  fpit  feven  times  already. 

Ant.  Then,  now  let  them  take  an  eighth  turn — it 
my  guefts  have  hungry  ftomachs,  they  can  digeft 
ftale  food  as  well  as  frefh,  and  if  they  want  appetites, 
'twould  be  an  idle  wafte  of  cookery  to  fet  a  better 
di(h  before  them, — begone! — remember  when  they 
call  for  wine,  to  carry  the  fmall  decanters,  and  keep 
the  poker  in  the  fire,  to  make  the  Seltzer  water. 

[£#//  DENNIS. 

Blefs  me !  blefs  me  !  how  I  am  overwhelmed  with 
bufinefs — fo  much  upon  my  hands — fo  much  upon 
my  mind — 

Enter  BON  A. 

Bona  Pray,  friend,  are  you  the  mafter  of  this  inn? 

Ant.  Blefs,  me !  one  of  the  ladies  from  the  caflle — 
here's  an  honour, — yes,  Mam'felle,  I  am  the  mafter 
of  this  inn:  and  your  devoted  ilave — at  once  a 
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matter  and  a  flave,  hem  1    pretty  conceit  that — 
he!  he! 

Bona.  Is'nt  there  a  gentleman  here  ? — 

Ant.  Oh  !  yes,  a  great  many,  Mam'felle, — a  very 
great  many — my  hotel  is  always  crowded — 

Bona.  But  this  particular  gentleman — 

Ant.  Aye,  very  particular — none  but  tip-top  gen- 
tlemen frequent  here — no  riff-raff,  I  promife  you. 

Bona.  I  faw  him  alight — he  wore  a  green  roque- 
leaufe,  and  rode  a  bay  horfe. 

Ant  I  remember — zounds?  Mam'felle,  that  is  a 
particular  gentleman  indeed — he  has  ufed  my  hotel 
like  a  bear-garden—nothing  but  ftorm,  rave,  fret, 
fume  and  fidget,  ever  fince  he  arrived — between 
ourlelves,  I  think  he's  non  compos ;  for  do  you  know, 
he  miftook  my  marvellous  old  hock  for  ftale  vine- 
gar, and  called  my  fparkling  champagne,  cyder  in  a 
Hate  of  fermentation. 

Bona.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

Ant.  In  the  Bird  of  Paradife,  juft  over  the  hen- 
coops,—always  name  my  rooms  according  to  litua- 
tion — hark  !  that's  his  bell — he's  been  at  it,  tingle, 
tingle,  without  ceafing,  for  this  half  hour. 

Bona.  I  muft  fpeak  with  him — then  he'll  be  com- 
pofed. 

Ant.  Certainly,  Mam'felle,  a  female  tongue  is  no- 
ted for  producing  compofure, — this  way,  Mam'felle ! 

Bona.  Stay,  now  I  reflect, — you  (hall  go  to  him 
firft,  and  learn  the  ftate  of  his  temper. — 
•  Ant.  Mam'felle,  I  fly !— I'll  feel  his  pulfe  diredly, 
and  if  I  find  the  fever  run  very  violent,  I  fhall  advife 
you  to  adminifter  your  compofing  draught  on  the 
inftant.  There's  no  remedy  like  a  woman  in  del- 
perate  cafes— flic's  a  fort  of  kill-or-cure  medicine,that 
brings  the  complaint  to  a  crifis  at  once,  and  puts 
the  patient  out  of  his  mifery,  one  way  or  other 
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Bona.  Poor  Mr,  Florimond!—  I  can't  help  pitying 
him—  if  he  loles  my  miftrefs,  I  dare  fay  he'll  kill 
himfelf,  —  indeed,  how  can  a  man,  in  fuch  a  fuuation, 
do  otherwife  ?  —  Ah  !  we  women  of  fuperior  beauty, 
have  certainly  a  great  deal  to  anfwer  for  !  — 

AIR.     Bona. 

The  firft-born  flowers  of  merry  Spring, 

For  me  the  (hepherd-youths  would  twine; 
And,  at  my  feet,  the  rofe-bud  fling, 

When  Summer  funs  began  to  (hine, 
But,  ah  !  no  pledge  of  kindred  love 

Could  Bona's  hand  in  turn  beftow  — 
Green  willow  boughs,  in  fcorn  I  wove 

And  crown'd  the  fwains  with  wreaths  of  woe. 

Heart-  ft  ricken  fools!  thro'  night  and  dorm 

They  bore  their  wounds  to  wilds  and  woods  ; 
Trac'd  on  the  defart  fands  my  form, 

Or  woo'd  my  voice  in  winds  and  floods. 
And  ftill,  where'er  green  willows  fife 

By  fountain's  mar^e,  or  brook,  or  lake, 
Each  plucks  a  bough  —  and  fadly  cries 

••  Be  this  my  Crown  for  Bona's  fake  /" 


SCENE  III.  —  A  Room  in  the  Inn.—  FLORIMOND  is 

difcovered  Seated,  Ringing  a  Bell  with  Violence. 

Flo.  Ten  thoufand  devils  fly  away  with  the  hdufe  — 
I  may  ring  for  ever,  and  no  attendance,  —  why  did  I 
come  here?  —  I'll  not  ftay  another  inflant,  —  I'll 
mount  my  horfe,  ride  back  to  Paris,  and  —  no  —  I'll 
go  to  the  caftle,—  ftab  her  lover,  piftol  her  guardian, 
and  carry  her  off  in  triumph, 
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Enter  ANTOINE. 

Ant.  Blefs  me,  Sir — beg  ten  thoufand  pardons-* 
heard  your  bell — but  fo  much  company — 
there's  the  fat  old  Baronefs  of  Schwartzburg  juft  ar- 
rived. 

Flo.  (Not  attending.)  Oh  !  woman  !  woman ! — 
(he'll  be  my  death. 

Ant.  I  hope  not,  Sir, — to  be  fure  the  Baronefs  has 
the  devil  of  a  tongue — but  I  have  lodged  her  at  the 
end  of  the  gallery. — 

Flo.  Yes,  I'll  go  to  her  inftantly, — fall  at  her 
feet — clafp  her  in  my  arms,  and — 

Ant.  Blefs  me,  Sir, — clafp  the  fat  old  Baronefs — 
confider  fhe's  a  married  woman. — 

Flo.  (Starting.)  Hey! — What  is  it  you  want  ? 

Ant.  Sir,  I  thought  ^>0«  wanted — 

Flo.  No — no— I  want  nothing — leave  me—leave 
me — 

Ant.  Sir! 

Flo.  Leave  me; 

Ant.  Certainly,  Sir, — blefsme!  this  is  &  particular 
gentleman,  indeed. — 

Flo.  Oh !  Clotilda  !  falfe,  ungrateful  woman  ! — 
'Sdeath!  will  nobody  come? — (Rings  again.) 

Ant.  (Returns  running.)  Sir,  your  pleafure — 

Flo.  Oh  ! — I  rang — aye  ! — order  my  horfe, — 1 
{hall  leave  your  houfe  dire&ly. — 

Ant.  Blefs  mei — won't  you  take  fome  dinner 
firft  ? — won't  you  eat,  Sir  ? 

Flo.  Fat! — no,  no, — I  am  eaten — a  thoufand 
paflions  devour  me. — 

Ant.  Confider,  Sir,  the  length  of  the  journey,— 
befides  your  horfe  wants  baiting — indeed  Sir,  you 
had  better  take  fome  dinner. 

Flo.  Well,  well. — Order  it  then.  (Turns  Ms 
fbair  away,)  Oh  Clotilda!  I  who  loved  fo  fin- 
cerely — 
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Ant.  Let  me  recommend  fome  bou'ille  and  a 
veal-ricandeau,  or  perhaps,  Sir,  you'd  like  an 
omlet — 

Flo.  (Negligently.)  Aye  !  aye  ! — And  then  a 
heart — 

Ant.  Oh  !  a  (beep's  heart — 

Flo.  So  full  of  impaflioned  fentiment — 

Ant.  We  generally  fluff  it  with  mint  and  fweet 
marjorum. 

Flo.  Such  unexampled  perfidy  !  Indignation,  has 
not  words  to  furnifh  its  deferts. — 

Ant.  Oh  !  leave  me  alone  to  furnifh  them — my 
garden  grows  the  beft  fruit  in  all  Picardie. 

Flo.  Confound  thefe  people,  1  can't  get  them  to 
come  near  me — (Rings  again) 

Ant.  Sir,  I  am  near  you. 

Flo.  (Turning  round.)  What  the  devil  are  you 
talking  about  ?  Well  is  my  horfe  ready — I  can't  day 
another  moment. 

Ant.  Blefs  me  !  I  thought  you  intended  to  dine 
firft.— 

Flo.  Dine! — true,  fo  I  did. — Yes,  on  fecond 
thought  I  had  better  remain. — 

Ant.  Then  you'll  (lay— 

Flo.  For  ever. 

Ant.  Blefs  me !  what  a  cuftomer !  what  fliall  I 
drefs  for  your  dinner  ? 

Flo.  Your  whole  larder. 

Ant.  Blefs  me  1  what  an  appetite ! —You'll  drink 
wine  ? 

Flo.  Every  bottle  in  your  cellar. 

Ant.  Blefs  me  !  what  a  fwallow  ! — that  will  be 
fix  and  thirty  pipes,  at  leaft, — Oh  !  the  fever  is  at 
its  height,  and  now's  the  time  for  the  petticoat  doc- 
tor. [Exit. 

Flo.  I  can't  fit — I  can't  walk — I  can't  think — I 
can't  do  any  thing, — My  mind  is  a  chaos,  where 
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plans  and  fchemes  joftle  againft  each  other — all  is  in 
motion,  and  nothing  fixed  t — Now  I  freeze  into  art 
icicle,  then  [  burn  into  a  cinder. — One  moment  oa 
the  coaft  of  Greenland,  and  the  next,  in  the  bowels 
of  jEtna  ! — And  (hall  a  faithlefs  woman  triumph  in 
this  defolation? — forbid  it  manly  pride,  and  juft  re- 
fentmemt  I  Yes,  I'll  learn  to  regard  her  conducl  with 
indifference — I'll  drive  her  from  my  thoughts — I'll 
forget  her — forget  her,  did  I  fay  ? — ah  !  no,  never, 
never — for  her  image  is  fo  indelibly  imprefled  uport 
ray  heart,  it  muft  forbear  to  beat,  when  it  ceafes  to> 
remember  I 


AIR.     Florimond. 

In  vain  to  forget  the  fair  traitrefs  I  fwear, 

For  memory  twines  all  her  charms  round  my 

heart* 
Such  magical  fetters  no  efforts  impair, 

They  goad  and  diftracl:  me — but  never  will  part ! 
The  flave  at  the  gallies,  opprefs'd  by  his  chain, 

Thus  ftrains  his  chafd  limbs  and  attcivpts  to  b£ 

free; 
But  the  impotent  ftruggle  increases  his  pain. 

And  he  faints  on  the  oar— -fpirit-broken,  like  me! 

Enter  BON  A  behind. 

Bona  Ah !  yonder  he  fits — poor  gentleman,  how 
unhappy  he  feems ! 

Flo.  I  have  been  a  fool,  an  afs,  a  dolt,  a  gull, — fhe 
never  really  loved  me, — I  now  recollect  a  thoufand 
things  that  prove  it, — but  I'll  be  revenged — I'll 
conquer  my  weaknefs,  or  perilh — yes,  I'll  hate  her — 
I'll  deteft  her — I'll  abhor  the  very  found  of  her 
name — I'll — 
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Bona.  (Taps  his  Shoulder.)  Mr.  Florimond  ! 

Flo.  (Eagerly )  Ah!  Bona! — any  news  from 
Clotilda  ? — has  me  fent  you  to  me  ?  what  meffage 
do  you  bring  ?  fpeak  !  fpeak  ! — am  I  to  live  or  die  ? 

Bona.  Oh  !  live,  by  all  means,  Sir,  if  you  wiih  to 
pleafe  my  lady ;  for  what  could  a  woman  do  with  a 
dead -lover! 

Flo.  Then  (lie  relents,  and  I  have  wronged  her  by 
fufpicion. — She  has  fent  you  to  me, — (he  intends  to 
fly  from  the  caftle — to  elope  with  me  to-day,  and 
marry  me  to-morrow. 

Bona.  No — no,  not  quite  fo  faft. 

Flo.  How  !  won't  fhe  elope  ? — then  (he's  a  perfi- 
dious, deluding,  deteftable — 
Bona.  Nay,  Mr.  Florimond,  don't  be  fo  unhappy — 

Flo.  Unhappy !  'Sdeath  !  woman,  I  am  not  unhap- 
py,— it  is  not  in  the  power  of  your  miftrefs,  or  any 
of  her  artful,  defigning  fex  to  make  me  fo. — Don't 
imagine  her  inconftancy  can  affeft  a  man  of  my  for- 
titude.— I  can  fit  tranquily,  and  reafon  on  the  whole 
affair. — There — obferve — I'm  cool — I'm  compo- 
fed — I'm  at  my  eafe— nothing  can  agitate  or  difor- 
der  me  !  ( Walks  to  and  fro  in  violent  Dijorder. ) 

Bona  Indeed,  Sir,  my  lady  is — 

Flo.  A  jilt — a  cockatrice— a  rattle-fnake— a  hy- 
aena— 

Bona  If  you  would  only  liften— 

Flo.  Not  a  fyllable — I  have  done  with  her  foi 
ever. 

Bona.  Well — if  fo,  Mr.  Florimond,  I  wifh  you  a 
good  day. 

Flo.  Stay,  my  dear  Bona,  ftay — could  you  be  fo 
barbarous  as  to  leave  me  thus? — hav'nt  you  any 
meffage  from  your  miftrefs  ? 

Bona  What!  from  a  jilt? — a  cockatrice — a  rat- 
tle-fnake— a  hyaena  ? 

E 
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Flo.  Ah !  forgive  me — 'twas  a  moment  of  diftrao 
tion — but  now — 

Bona  Aye,  now,  you  are  returned  to  your  fenfes — 
well  then,  attend  to  me — my  miftrefs  has  fent  me 
to  you, — the  family  left  Paris  fo  fuddenly,  (lie 
could  find  no  method  to  apprife  you  of  her  depar- 
ture.— The  young  man  whom  her  guardian  wifhes 
her  to  marry,  is  now  at  the  caftle ;  but  he  feems  as 
much  difinclined  to  the  match  as  my  lady. — No- 
thing has  as  yet  tranfpired — but  depend  upon  itr 
Clotilda  loves  you  more  ardently  than  ever  -9 
therefore,  be  but  patient,  and  you  may  hope  for 
every  thing. 

Flo.  Huzza!  Huzza  !  I  am  the  happieft  fellow  in 
chriftendom. — My  beautiful  Bona — my  charming 
ambaffadrefs — how  fhall  I  reward  you  ? — here,  take 
this  purfe — take  this  ring — and  take — take  thefe 
hundred  kifles — 

Bona  Thank'ye  Sir — thofe  kifies  were  for  myfelf, 
but  won't  you  fend  a  few  to  my  Lady  ? 

Flo.  Oh,  yes,  a  thoufand  ! — (Xi/cs  again.) 

Bona  Enough,  fweet  Sir! — I  am  your  friend  fo* 
ever  :  and  now,  if  my  lips  don't  plead  your  caufe 
with  fuccefs,  faith !  you  (hall  be  welcome  to  take 
back  your  prefents  from  them  again. 

Flo.  Aye,  and  exact  intereft  for  them  like  a  ufurec; 
but  when  you  return  to  my  Clotilda,  tell  her 
that  you  found  me  amidft  the  darknefs  of  midnight, 
loft  in  a  tempeft,  and  invoking  the  thunderbolt, — 
but  that  you  left  me  dancing  upon  flowers,  and  en» 
circled  with  funfliine !— Tell  her— faith !  I  can't 
find  words  to  utter  my  thoughts — but  tell  her — 

Bona  What,  Sir  ?  what  ? 
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FINALE. 

TRIO— -Florimond,    Bona,  and    An- 
toine. 

Flor.  Oh !  tell  her  I  love  with  a  paffion  fo  great, 
Her  ftnile  is  my  heaven,  her  frown  is  my  fate. 
In  my  bofom  her  image  eternally  reigns, 
She  throbs  in  my  pulfes,  (he  flows  in  my  veins. 
All  my  thoughts,   all   my  a&ions  obey  her 

controul, 
And  the  impulfe  of  Jove  is  the  fpring  of  my 

foul! 

Eona.  Believe  me,  I'll  faithfully  utter  your  tale, 
So  melting,  fo  moving,  'twill  furely  prevail ; 
For  what  female  heart  can  fo  ftoical  prove, 
But  foftens  and   yields  to  the  pleadings  of 

love  ? 

If  of  others,  at  lead,  I  may  judge  by  my  own, 
The  hearts  of  our  fex  are  like  wax  more  than 
(tone  f 

Enter  ANTOINE. 
Ant.     Your  dinner  is  ready,  the  table  is  fpread, 

The  wines  are  decanted — the  white  and  the 

red. 
There's  foup  at  the  top,  at  the  bottom  there's 

fifti, 
Roaft  Turkey  prefents  you  a  grand  middle 

dim. 
There's  muftard — there's  pepper — there's  fu- 

gar — there's  fait — 
And  all  is  in  order,  and  nothing  in  fault* 
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Bona.  Reflect,  Sir,  I  pray,  on  the  beft  mode  to  win 
her — 

Ant*    No,  pray  don't   reflect,   Sir,  till   after  your 
dinner. 

Flor.  O!  Cupid!  O!  Venus!  O!  all  ye  three  Graces! 

Ant.  Accept,  Sir,  of  fifh,  flefli  and  fowl  in  their 
places. 

Bona.  Ah !  fweet  hours  of  courtfliip !  ah !  arrows 
and  darts ! 

Ant.    They're  nothing  compar'd,  Mifs,  to  hot  apple 
tarts. 

All.     Adieu!  for  the  prefent,  for  tho'  the   mind 

carve 

Rich  feafts  out  of  air,  yet  the  body  may  ftarve. 
The  pureft  of  lovers  wants  lometimes  to  dine, 
And  the  MYRTLE  blooms  frefheft/  when 

wafh'd  with  GOOD  WINE! 


ACT    II. 
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ACT     II. 

SCENE— A  Chamber. 
Enter  CLOTILDA  and  BONA. 

Clot.  WELL,  Bona,  go  on, — fo  Mr.  Florimond 
told  you  — 

Bona.  Juft  what  I  have  repeated  to  you,  twen- 
ty times  already— that  he  admires  you — that  he 
adores  you — but  Pftia !  a  lover's  tale  is  like  the 
cuckoo's  fong,  uttered  again  and  again,  but  never 
varying  its  note. 

Clot.  Aye,  but  its  repetition  will  delight  to  eternity, 
for  'tis  the  harbinger  of  fpring,  and  the  pulfes  of 
youth  dance  merrily  to  its  mufic. — Are  you  certain 
that  you  have  related  all  ? — have  you  informed  me 
of  every  thing  which  came  from  his  lips  ? 

Eona.  Yes,  every  thing. — Except  the  kifles. 
(Aftde.) 

Clot.  Poor  fellow !  I  proteft,  the  idea  of  what  he 
muft  have  fuffered,  quite  moves  me. 

Bona.  So  it  does  me,  Ma'am. — Indeed  a  young 
man  in  diftrefs,  if  he  be  handfome  and  genteel,  is, 
to  me,  fuch  an  interefting  object,  that  I  could  never 
fay  no,  to  him,  whatever  favour  he  might  afk. 

Clot.  I  love  Florimond,  as  fincerely  as  he  loves 
me; — but  then,  this  tirefome  Baron — this  odious 
marriage, — I  am  bewildered  with  contradictions — 
Bona,  what  would  you  advife  me  to  do  ? 

Eona.  Faith!  Madam,  mine  is  the  chambermaid's 
old  counfel — run  away  • 

Clot.  No.     I  hav'nt  courage  to  elope. 
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Bona.  Then  you  muft  remain,  and  marry  Mr. 
Linval. 

Clot.  No — I  will  do  neither. — Duty  difiuades  me 
from  one  courfe,  and  love  commands  me  not  to  take 

the  other. 


AIR.     Clotilda. 

LOVE's  flowery  fetters  wearing, 
And  pleas'd,  their  burden  bearing, 

I  afk  not  to  be  free; 
For,  ah  !  to  doating  lovers 
Their  very  chain  dilcovers 

More  joys  than  liberty. 


Tho'  charms  of  form  or  feature 
Muft  fade  in  courfe  of  nature, 

The  heart  retains  its  bloom  ; 
And,  like  the  Rofe,  when  dying, 
In  dufty  atoms  flying, 

Strikes  on  the  wind  perfume ! 

[Exit. 

S&na.  Ah!  yonder  comes  little  Alexander !  he's 
Mr.  Linval's  Cabinet  Counfellor — 'tis  but  a  child, 
and  I'll  try  to  get  fome  of  his  matter's  fecrets  from 
him. 

Enter  ARINETTE. 

Art.  (Afidc.)  So,  here's  my  rival's  waiting-wo- 
man— a  chambermaid  is  generally  in  the  confidence 
of  her  miftrefs, — I'll  endeavour  to  found  her. — Your 
fervant,  Mam'feHe ! 

Bona.  Yours,  Mr.  Alexander ! — you  feem  to  have 
a  pleafant  place  here, 
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Ari.  Very. 

Bona.  Mr.  Linval  makes  a  kind  mafter,  and  you 
are  attached  to  him. 

Ari.  So  much,  that  I  hope  never  to  leave  him. 

Bona.  Indeed  !  but  if  your  mafter  marries,  proba- 
bly he'll  part  with  his  ftud. 

Ari.  Well — when  he  no  longer  wants  me  as  a 
jockey,  I  dare  fay  I  can  pleafe  him  in  fome  other  ca- 
pacity. 

Bona.  But  matrimony  makes  a  great  difference 
in  a  family ;  and  if  your  mafter  marries  the 
lady  now  in  the  houfe,  you  may'nt  find  yourfelf  fo 
happy. 

Ari.  On  the  contrary, — if  Mr.  Linval  marries  the 
lady  now  in  the  bouje,  I  (hall  be  happier  than  ever- 

Bona.  But  if  his  wife  fliould  have  a  number  of 
children — 

Ari.  I  mould  love  them  like  my  own. 

Bona.  Pray  does  Mr.  Linval  himfelf,  much  wi(h 
to  be  married  ? 

Ari.  He  has  told  me  fo  very  frequently. 

Bona.  Then  you  poflefs  his  confidence  ? 

Ari.  I  flatter  my  (elf  1  do. 

Bona.  Does  he  admire  my  lady's  perfon  ? 

Ari.  As  much  as  I  am  captivated  with  yours. 

Bona.  Ah  !  young  Sir,  you  have  learned' to  flatter. 

Ari.  Rather  fay,  to  utter  what  I  feel ! — Did  you 
think  Mr,  Linval's  heart  only  could  confefs  the 
attractions  of  a  fine  woman  ? — No,  Mam'felle,  your 
bright  eyes  have  effeQed  with  a  fingle  glance,what  the 
(words  of  whole  armies,  were  unable  to  do, — you 
have  conquered  Alexander ! — Like  mafter,  like  man. 

Bona.  Man  truly  !  why  furely  child,  you  don't 
fancy  yourfelf  a  man  yet. 

Air.  Indeed,  Mam'felle,  I  feel  myfelf  to  be  as 
fully  a  man,  at  the  prefent  moment,  as  I  can  ever  be* 

Bona .  Really  !  why  you  look  quite  a  boy, — 
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Art.  Aye  !  but  I  am  not  what  I  appear  to  be,  I 
allure  you. 

Bona.  What's  your  age  ? 

Art.  I  am  old  enough  to  fall  in  love,  yet  fuffici- 
ently  young,  not  to  be  afhamed  of  myfelf. 

Bona.  Are  you  then  in  love,  now  ? 

Air.  Up  to  the  very  ears  !  and  with  a  certain  per- 
fon  under  this  roof. 

Bona.  What  an  infmuating  little  rogue  ! — but  I'm 
afraid  you  don't  think  of  matrimony  ? 

Art.  Indeed,  I  think  of  nothing  elfe. — If  it  de- 
pended upon  myfelf,  I'd  be  married  to-day. 

Bona.  Heigho !  my  heart  begins  to  beat  ftrangely — 
but  nothing  can  be  done  without  my  lady's  confent. 

Ari.  Aye  !  your  lady  is  indeed  a  great  obflacle  to 
my  happinefs — but  I  have  ftrong  hopes — 

Bona.  Oh  no,  you  muPn't  hope — I  can't  fuffer 
it — if  I  was  fure  you  would  be  conftant,  indeed — but 
you  men  are  fuch  deceivers — Heigho  ! 


DUETTO.     Bona  and  Arinette. 

Bona.     Say,  little  Jockey  !  can  you  love  me  ? 
Say,  will  you  never  turn  untrue? 

Ari.     Nay,  take  me,  try  me,  pledge  me,  prove  me, 

I  bare  my  heart  to  meet  your  view. 
Bona.     Say,  will  you  love  indeed  for  ever  ? 

Say,  will  your  paflion  laft  for  life  ? 
Ari.     No  mortal  hand  the  tie  fhall  fever, 

That  binds  me  to  fo  fair  a  wife, 

II. 
Ari.     Oh  !  by  my  blood's  delirious  fever, 

By  every  burning  pulfe  I  fwear ! 

Bona.    Ccafe,  pr'ythee  ceafe,  thou  gay  deceiver, 
A  damfel's  rifing  blufhes  fpare. 
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Art.  Oh  !  by  thofe  ringlets  darkly  flowing — 
Bona.         If  you  perfift,  I  can't  withftand — 

An.  Oh  !  by  thofe  eyes  divinely  glowing — 
Bona.         I  yield — I  yield — fo  take  my  band  I 

SCENE  II. — CLOTILDA'J  Apartment. — In  the  mid- 
die  of  the  Scene  are  folding  Doors,  which  lead  to  an 
inner  Chamber ;  on  one  fide,  a  Door  to  the  Gallery  >  and 
exaftly  oppojite,  a  third,  -with  Curtains  dropped  btfore 
it,  which  opens  into  the  Garden. 

Enter  CLOTILDA  with  a  Miniature  in  her  Hand. 

Clot.  So,  the  Baron  has  enriched  my  picture  with 
all  this  blaze  of  jewels,  that  I  may  prefent  it  to  his 
Nephew. — How  the  odious  bauble  glitters  !— Now 
could  I  fcratch  my  face  for  pure  vexation,  that  ever 
I  fubmitted  its  features  to  the  pencil  of  a  limner  ?— 
I  am  drawn  here  fmiling  : — but  when  I  give  it  to 
Linval,  I  am  fure  I  (hall  frown,  and  look  as  fulky  as 
a  Lapland  witch.  (She  takes  a  Seat. — FLORIMOKD 
opens  the  Curtains  be/ore  the  Garden  Door,  and  looks  in.) 
Oh  !  how  well  I  remember  the  delightful  morning, 
when  this  miniature  was  taken  ! — Florimond  met 
me  at  the  painter's  in  fecret — and  while  the  artid 
transferred  my  image  to  the  unconfcious  ivory,  my 
lover  hung  rapturoufly  over  the  progreffive  refem- 
blance,  and  compared  it  with  its  breathing  origi- 
nal — I  think  1  never  looked  fo  handfome,  as  I  did 
that  morning  ; — nature  feemed  piqued  within  me, 
and  ftrove  to  baffle  the  imitation  of  art ; — Pkafure 
improved  the  glow  of  health  upon  my  cheeck,  and  a 
new  animation  fparkled.  in  my  eyes ! — then,  when  I 
grew  weary  of  fitting,  and  languifhingly  ftretched  out 
my  hand,  the  charming  fellow  caught  it  between 
his,  carried  it  with  pleafmg  violence  to  his  lips,  and 

F 
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kifled  it  'till — (FLORIMOND  has  advanced  to  her  Side 
unperceiwd,  and  as  Jhef peaks,  Repeats  the  Description  in 
Aftion. )  Ah  !  Florimond  ! — 

Flo.  No— it's  not  Florimond — it's  the  charming 
Fellow  ! — Zounds  !  f  would  not  exchange  that  title, 
for  the  dignified  additions  of  any  potentate  in  Eu- 
rope. 

Clot.  How  did  you  come  here  ? 

Flo.  Borne  on  the  wild  wings  of  love  !  but  whe- 
ther along  earth,  through  air,  or  under  water,  I'm 
now  too  happy  to  recoiled, 

Clot.  Begone,  Sir!  your  prefumption  has  offended 
me  beyond  forgivenefs — I  command  you  to  begone. 

Flo.  (Retreating  a  few  Steps.)  Clotilda! 

Clot.  That  is — I  mean,  you  muft  begone prefently — 
you  can't  flay  here  long. — 

Flo.  Oh !  bleffings  on  that  kind  interpretation ! — 
I  have  lain  perdue  among  the  rofes  and  honeyfuckles 
in  your  garden  for  a  whole  hour,  in  the  hope  of  one 
dear  glance  ;  at  laft  defpair  drove  me  from  my  co- 
vert, and  I  ventured  to  approach  your  chamber. 

Clot.  Imprudent  man!  Did  I  not  exprefsly  forbid 
you  to  vifit  me  here  ? — 

Flo.  You  did — but,  had  certain  martyrdom  await- 
ed my  difobedience,  I  fhould  have  incurred  the  pe- 
nalty 'Sdeath !  after  fo  long  an  abtence,  to  know 
that  you  were  near  me,  yet  forbear  to  fee  you,  is  like 
turning  a  tick  prifoner  into  the  fields  at  noon,  and 
bidding  him  bar  his  fcnfes  againft  light  and  air. — 
Command  me  to  pluck  a  feather  from  the  wing  of 
the  phoenix,  fetch  a  relique  of  the  ark  fron)  the 
fummit  of  mount  Ararat,  dive  for  pearls  to  the  bot- 
tom of  Charybdis,  or  hunt  after  falamanders  within 
the  crater  of  Vefuvius,  and  I  may  obey  you, — but 
order  me  no  longer  to  live  felf-banifhed  from  your 
prefence,  for  my  nature  interdicts  the  fentence,  and 
compliance  is  impoflible ! 
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Clot.  Peace,  Babbler!  you  are  an  incorrigible 
offender,  and  my  good-nature  always  allows  you  too 
dafy  an  excufe. 

Bar.  (Without.)  Is  Clotilda  in  her  chamber  ? 

Clot.  Heavens  !  the  Baron's  voice ! — Fly,  Flori- 
mond ! 

Flo.  Wherefore  ? — I  am  not  terrified  at  the  found. 

Clot.  He's  coming  here — perhaps  Linval  with 
him. — 

Flo.  Indeed !  Then  I'll  (lay  to  meet  the  gentle- 
man,  and  we'll  fettle  our  claims  at  once. 

Clot.  Madman  !  Go — I  requeft  you — I  conjure 
you — 

Flo.  If  I  fly,  my  honour  may  be  wounded. 

Clot.  If  you  remain,  my  reputation  will  be  loft. — 

Flo.  Well — if  I  do  go,  that  picture  muft  beguile 
my  abfent  minutes. — 

Clot*  I  can't  give  you  the  pifture — 

Flo.  Then  I  can't  quit  the  original. 

Clot.  There  then,  take  it,  and  begone  at  once. 
( Gives  it  him. ) 

Ho.  (Kiffesit.)Ql  welcome, thou  dear,  precious, 
angelic  pledge ! 

Clot.  Begone  !  Begone ! 

Flo.  I  muft  fee  you  again-— 

Clot.  Yes — yes — any  time — only  leave  me  now.-— 

Flo.  Well  -I'm  gone—but  I  (han't  quit  the 
garden. — 

Clot.  You'll  diftraft  me  ! 

Flo.  There — There — I'm  gone— adieu!  adieu! 
(He    Retires  through  the   Garden   Door — CLOTILDA 
draws  the  Curtain  before  it.) 

Clot.  Heavens  !  how  my  heart  beats  ! 

Flo.  (Puts  his  Head  through  the  Curtain.)  I  fhall 
be  with  you  again. 

Clot.  Tormentor  !  away  !-~ 
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Enter  the  BARON  and  LINVAL. 

Bar.  (Afidt  to  LINVAL.)  Come  along,  Sirrah,  or  I'll 
difinherit  you. —  Clotilda,  my  dear,  I  hope  we  don't 
interrupt  agreeable  reflections, — but  I  am  led  to  in- 
trude thus,  by  the  ftrong  anxiety  1  feel  to  terminate 
an  affair,  which,  I  confefs,  has  long  lain  neareft  to 
my  heart. — You  fee  this  young  man — my  late  lifter 
and  her  hulband,  between  them,  contrived  to  make 
him  my  Nephew,  and  I  intend,  if  the  lad  behaves 
properly,  to  leave  him  my  heir, — but  alas!  birth  and 
fortune  are  to  him,  mere  bagatelles ;  love  is  his 
Summwn  Bonum,  and  on  your  fentence  muft  depend 
the  happinefs  or  mifery  of  his  future  life  ! 

Lin.  (AJide  with  nnxiety.)  My  dear  Sir — 

Bar.  Be  quiet,  puppy,  or  I'll  knock  you  down. — 
Yes,  fair  creature!  your  charms  have  kindled  in  his 
bofom  fuch  an  inextinguithable  flame,  that  all  his 
veins  and  arteries  are  burnt  up  by  it,  and  your  ac- 
ceptance of  his  hand,  is  the  only  remedy,  which  can 
preferve  his  heart  from  total  conflagration. — 

Lin.  Sir,  Sir,  only  confider — 

Bar.  You  won't  be  quiet. — Indeed  you  were  made 
for  each  other, — your  tempers  aflimilate — your  fen- 
timents  flow  all  in  unifon,  and  there  exifts,  as  it 
were,  a  connecting  chain  of  univerfal  fympathy  be- 
tween your  natures. — But  I'll  fay  no  more,  for  he's 
now  burning  with  impatience  to  plead  his  own 
caufe, — obferve  how  miferabie  and  unhappy  he 
looks, — ah  !  true  love  is  always  confounded  in  the 
prefence  of  its  objeft. — But  I'll  leave  you  together, 
that  his  tender  confeflion  may  be  heard  with  lefs 
embarraflment. — [Afide.)  Now,  you  puppy,  fummon 
up  all  your  gallantry ! — I  repeat  it,  you  were  made 
for  each  other* — To  her — you  rogue!  to  her — 
(Pttjhes  LINVAL.)  I  have  taken  more  pains  tp 
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bring  thefe  two  together,  than  ever  I  took  to  be 
married  myfelf.  [£#//. 

( Li  N  VAL  and  CLOTILDA  Stand  for  a  few  moments  in 

fitent  EmbarraJJmcnt.) 

Lin.  ( Afide. )  Was  ever  unlucky  mortal  fo  fituated 
as  my  (elf. 

Clot.  Surely,  a  poor  woman  was  never  in  fo  awk- 
ward a  predicament  as  mine  ? 

Lin.  What  the  devil  (hall  I  fay  to  her?  how  fhali 
I  begin  ? 

Clot.'    I  wi(h  he'd  fpeak — how  my  heart  beats ! 

Lin.  Hem  ! 

Clot.  Hem  ! 

Lin.  (With  a  confufcd  Addrefs.)  Madam  1 

Clot.  Sir. 

Lin.  Would  you  choofe  to  be  feated,  Madam  ? 

CLOTILDA  Curtjies — LIN  VAL  prefents  her  with  a 
Chair  y  bows  and,  retires  a  few  Paces — then  draws  a 
Seat  for  himfelf  to  the  further  corner  of  the  Stage — a 
paufe  of  mutual  EmbarraJJment .) 

Lin.  (Hefiiating  )  Madam  i — the  conduct  of  my 
Uncle,  muft  no  doubt,  feem  to  you  very  extraor- 
dinary,— he  has  brought  you  here,  perhaps  againft 
your  wifhes,  and  now  propofes  to  unite  you  to  a  tnan, 
who  muft  in  every  refpecl:  be  difgufting  to  you — 

Clot  Oh!  no  Sir, — you  are  by  no  means  difgufting* 

Lin.  The  devil  I  fhe  likes  me  then,  and  all  is 
ovtr ! 

Clot.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  was  juft  going  to  have  offered 
a  fimilar  remark,  that  probably,  in  fele&ing  me  for 
your  wife,  the  Baron  has  not  confulted  your  tafte. 

Lin.  Oh  !  my  dear  Madam — you  are  perfectly  to 
my  tafte,  I  allure  you — (Afide.)  'Tis  impoffible  to 
teil  a  woman  to  her  face,  that  1  diflike  her. 
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Clot.  Heavens  !  he  loves  me  then,  and  I  am  loft  ? 

Lin.  But,  Madam,  if  any  happier  man  mould 
have  created  a  prior  intereft  in  your  heart,  my  Uncle 
could  never  mean  to  control  your  inclinations. 

CM.  Nor  could  he  yours,  Sir,  in  cafe  you  fhould 
have  chofen  fome  woman  more  amiable — 

Lin.  More  amiable  !  oh !  Madam,  that  is  impof- 
fible.— 

Clot.  (Aftdc.)  Ah  !  unfortunate  that  I  am. — I 
never  thought  myfelf  too  amiable  till  now. 

Lin.  But  pofiefled  of  fuch  fuperior  charms,  you 
muft  doubtlefs  have  been  addrefsed  by  many  men, 
who  deferve  you  better. — 

Clot.  Nay,  Sir,  I  cannot  fuppofe  any  gentleman 
more  deferving  than  yourfelf — 

Lin.  (Afide.)  I'm  done  for — there's  no  efcape. 

Clot.  (Faultering.)  Yet,  Sir — notwithstanding  the 
many  advantages  which  our  families  may  perceive 
in  this  alliance — I  think — that  inclinations  ought  to 
be  confulted — and  that  the  Baron  your  Uncle — 

Lin.  (Eagerly.)  I  comprehend  you  Madam  per- 
fectly— I  have  the  happinefs — I  mean  the  misfortune 
to  be  difagrecable  to  you — don't  fear  any  obftacles 
on  my  part — I'm  of  that  eafy,  difinterefted  temper,  I 
can  gladly  facrifice  my  own  wifhes,  for  the  advantage 
of  another. — Proceed,  my  dear  Madam,  be  candid, 
I  beleech  you  i 

Clot.  Then,  Sir,  I  muft  indeed  confefs,  that  there 
is  a  gentleman — 

Lin.  Ah  !  Madam,  may  I  then  indulge  a  hope 
that  you  prefer  another — 

Clot.  Ah!  Sir,  may  I  then  flatter  myfelf,  you  re- 
gard me  with  indifference — 

Lin.  Oh !  my  dear  Madam  ! — 

Clot.  Oh!    my  -ear  Sir  !— 
(They  rife  from  tbt:r  Seats  with  a  mutual  accord,  and 

draw  them  clofe  together \ 
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Lin.  Your  confeffion  has  relieved  me  from  the 
moft  horrible  of  anxieties. 

Clot.  And  yours,  Sir,  has  flung  me  in  raptures  be- 
yond expreffion. 

Lin.  To  know  that  you  diflike  me,  will  make  me 
love  you  for  ever. 

Clot.  And  now  I  find  you  don't  care  for  me,  I 
fhall  view  you  with  eternal  regard. — 

(F  LOR  i  MONO   peeps  through   the  Curtains  of  the  Gar- 
den Door.) 

Fh.  Ah!  a  man  with  her,  and  fo  clofe — 

{The  Galltry   Door  half  opens  Jlozvly,  and  ARINETTE 
looks  in.) 

Ari*  Ah!  they  are  ftill  together — I  am  diftraded 
with  jealoufy— 

Lin.  Since  our  wifhes  are  thus  happily  in  unifon, 
our  firft  objeft  rnuft  be  to  lull  the  fufpicions  of  others, 
for  the  prefent. 

Clot.  You  may  depend  on  my  acquiefcence  to  any 
thing  you  propofe.— 

Flo.  (Afide.)   The  devil  he  may! 

Lin.  The  poor  man  appears  fo  much  attached  to 
you,  that  I  ftiall  find  great  difficulty  in  carrying  my 
pointwith  him. 

Clot.  Oh  !  leave  that  to  me — if  he  really  loves  me, 
he  will  certainly  waive  his  claims,  when  I  confefs 
a  predilection  for  another. 

Flo.  Here's  atrocity  and  deception ! 

Lin.  If  I  am  encouraged  by  you,  every  fear  muft 
vanifh. 

Air.  Ah !  he  takes  her  hand — he  preffes  it — I 
can't  bear  it  ! 

Lin.  Then  you  confent  to  my  propofal  ? 

Clot.  With  pleafure. 

Flo.  Oh  !  Ihe  confents — the  matter's  plain. — 

Ari.  Can  I  believe  my  fenfes  ? 
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Lin.  Thus  then  let  me  ratify  upon  this  dear  hand, 
a  bond  of  mutual  confidence — (KiJJes  her  Hand.) 

Flo.  (Bur/is forth.)  I  can  hold  no  longer  !  Ma- 
dam, your  iniquitous  plots  are  difcovered,  I  have 
heard  it  all,  and  your  infamy  (hall  be  publKhed  to 
the  world ! 

Ari.  (Rufhing  forward  at  the  fame  time.)  Sir!  you 
are  dete&ed — the  whole  web  of  your  deception  is 
unravelled,  and  I'll  be  revenged  ! 

Flo.  Falfe,  perjured,  inhuman,  treacherous,  devil- 
ifh  woman  ! 

Ari.  Bafe,  wicked,  cruel,  faithlefs,  abominable 
man  ! 

Clot.  Heavens !  Florimond,  what  have  you  dif- 
covered ? 

Flo.  That  I  am  a  dupe. 

Lin.  Arinette  !  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Ari.  That  you  are  a  villain. 

Clot.  Florimond — only  liften  to  me — 

Ilo.  No,  Madam,  addrefs  that  gentleman  ! 

Lin.  My  dear  girl,  fuflFer  me  to  explain — 

Ari.  No,  Sir,  turn  to  that  lady  ! — 

Ffa.  There,  Madam,  is  your  picluR, — I  thought 
it  once  the  emblem  of  an  Hebe,  but  I  find  it  now, 
the  type  of  a  Medufa — there's  mortal  ruin  in  each 
eye,  and  in  every  ringlet  is  entwined  a  fnake  ! — 
(Da/hes  it  upon  the  Ground.) 

Ari.  And  here  Sir,  are  your  fonnets,  and  your 
love-verfes — I  have  harboured  them  too  long  next 
my  heart,  but  now  I  cad  them,  with  their  unworthy 
author,  from  my  bread  for  ever!  (Takes  Papers  from 
her  Bofom  and  cafts  them  down,  then  flings  her] elf  into  a 
Chair  and  weeps*) 

Flo.  And  now  Madam,  that  I  have  expofed  your 
falfehood  to  the  contempt  it  merits,  I  bid  you  an 
eternal  adieu  ! 

Clot.  Stay,  I  befeech  you — I  conjure  you — 

Flo.  You  plead  in  vain,  Madam — 
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'  Clot.  Nay,  Florimond,  you  Jhatt  ftay — only  two 
minutes,  I  afk  no  more — 

Flo.  The  Univerfe  (hould  not  bribe  me  to  re- 
main. 

Clot.  Go  then,  infatuated  man,  I  will  not  degrade 
myfeif  further, 

Flo.  Eh  !  did  you  alk  me  only  for  two  minutes? — 
I  believe  I  could  allow  you  that — but  I'll  not  give 
you  a  moment  longer. 

Clot.  Come  with  me  into  the  next  room,  and 
every  thing  (hall  be  explained. 

Flo.  Oh  !  every  thing  is  explained  already, — but 
if  I  come,  you  are  to  regard  it  as  the  laft  favour  I 
fhall  ever  grant  you.— Mind,  it's  only  to  be  for  two 
minutes — I  fhall  look  at  my  watch-^two  minutes 
exaclly  !— 

(CLOTILDA  and  FLORIMOND  Retire  through  the  Potd- 
ing  Doors  at  the  top  of  the  Stage.) 

Lin.  And  now,  my  dear  Arinette,  let  me  allure 
you— 

Art.  If  you  have  any  remaining  fenfe  of  fliame, 
be  filent,  Sir.  Your  perfidy  is  too  glaring  to  admit 
of  an  excufe.— 

Lin.  Nay,  but  if  you  would  only  hear  me — 

Ari.  Away,  Sir,  don't  touch  me !  don't  come  near 
me — I  can't  bear  the  found  of  your  voice — I  deteft 

to  look  at  you Oh!  Linval !  Linval!  how  could 

you  treat  me  thus  ?   (She  throws  her  [elf  into  his  Arms 
and  burjls  into  Tears  ) 

Lin.  My  life ! — my  love  1  why  will  you  doubt  my 
fincerity  ? 

Ari.  Did  I  not  overhear  your  converfation  ? 

Lin.  YOU  miftook  its  purport. 

Ari.  Did  I  not  fee  you  take  her  hand  and  prefs  it, 
then  carry  it  to  your  lips  ? 

Lin.  Mere  gratitude,  that  me  had  rejected  mine. 

Ari.  How  1   rejected  ! 

^  Lin.  Even  fo.-r-Clptilda  is  a.s  averfe  to  the  mar- 
riage as  rnyfelf,  C 
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4ri*  No— it  cannot  be — you  only  with  to  deceive 
me  further 

Lin.  Incredulous  woman  !  behold  me  at  your 
feet,  and  hear  me  while  I  fwear,  that  you,  and  only 
you,  are  the  objeft  of  my  love  ! 

LINVAL  drops  on  one  Knee  to  ARINETTE,  and  catches 
her  Hand.— The  Baron  enters  upon  them  unawares,  at 
ihe  fame  iwmeut,  from  the  Gallery. 

Bar.  Here's  a  fituation  !  the  matter  upon  his 
knees  before  the  Jockey  ! — The  world  is  turned  up- 
fide  down. 

Art.  Ah  !  we  are  difcovered  ! 

Lin.  Rely  on  me,  my  love. 

Bar.  How !  his  love  !  fire  and  furies !  the  little 
jockey  is  no  boy — Alexander  is  a  woman — here's  a 
damnable  impofture  !  Pope  Joan  was  nothing  to  it. 

Lin.  My  dear  Sir,  forgive  a  deceit,  which  has  been 
merely  innocent  ? 

Bar  Innocent  truly  !  what  a  horrible  plot— a 
diabolical  confpiracy,  carried  on  under  my  very 
roof,  with  an  intent  to  abufe  my  whole  family— rand 
do  you  call  that  innocent  ? 

Lin.  Indeed  Sir,  we  never  defigned — 

Bar.  No  more  words  Sir, — from  this  moment  I 
difcard  you  for  ever.-^Yau  have  forfaken  and  infult- 
ed  a  lovely  woman,  whom,  I  had  chofen  to  be  your 
lyife — you  knew  fhe  was  my  darling,  and  that  j  had 
taught  her  to  doat  upon  you. — Oh!  the  dear  de- 
ferted  girl !  who  (hall  relate  the  tilings  of  your 
perfidy  to  her  ?  who  fh^ll  comfort  the  poor  affli&ed 
mourner,  when  (he  hears  the  tale  r  She'll  fink  under 
it,  I  know— but  let  me  feek  her  this  inftant,  and 
offer  my  confolations,  in  the  midft  of  her  defpair ! — 

BARON  ha/lily  flings  open  the  folding  Doon  at  the 
end  of  the  Stage — FLORIMOND  is  difcovered  kneeling 
before  CLOTILDA,  and  kiffing  her  Hand  rapturoujly — 
the  BAROIJ  ttarts  back. 
Bar.  Here's  another  fituation  !    furely  this 
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be  a  day  of  devotion  forgotten  in  our  Calendar,  for 
I  find  fomebody  upon  their  knees  in  every  room  of 
the  houfe. 

FLORIMOND  leads  CLOT ILD  A  forward. 

Flo.  Sir,  you  have  difturbed  me  at  confeflion,  but 
luckily  my  abfolution  was  already  granted,  and 
Mercy  from  the  blue  floating  eyes  of  my  Divinity, 
now  ftreams  upon  an  infidel,  at  once  conviQion  and 
forgivenefs. 

Bar.  Indeed !  but  pray,  Mr.  Florimond,  in  this 
tranfport  of  piety,  how  came  you  to  miftake  my 
houfe  for  your  church  ?  or  rather  your  chapel  of 
eafe— for  you  feem  upon  plaguy  familiar  terms  with 
the  congregation. 

Flo.  No,  Sir,  I  only  regard  this  fpot  as  confecrated 
ground,  while  it  inihrines  the  goddefs  I  adore. — But 
tc*  fecure  you  againft  further  intrufion,  I  fhall  now* 
<*afrry  off  the  idol  with  me,  and  ftcnfice  to  it  hence- 
forward in  the  temple  of  Hymen. 

Bar.  The  temple  of  Belzebub !  the  fellow  is 
mad — Clotilda*  take  your  hand  from  him  this  mo* 
ment. — 

Clot.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  but  it  would  be  idle  to  with- 
draw my!  hand,  where  I  have  already  beftowed  my 
heart. 

Bar.  Whirlwinds  and  hurricanes !  tornados  and 
monfoons!  what's  this  I  hear?  Clotilda,  you  that 
were  my  darling. — 

Clot.  Ah!  Sir,  let  me  not  forfeit  your  affeftion, 
but  fuffer  me  to  kneel  and — 

Bar.  No — no  more  kneeling— I  have  feen  enough' 
of  that  already:  fo  then,  Madam,  you  have  chofen 
that  Will-o* -the-wbifp  to  be  your  hufband,  and  decline 
the  match  £  had  propofed  for  you. 

Clot.  Indeed,  Sir,  it  grieves  me  to  difobligc  you— 
but  our  inclinations  are  not  our  own. 
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Bar.  Thus  it  is — Old  fools  fpend  their  lives  in 
building  up  a  fubftantial  houfe  of  happinefs  for 
younger  fimpletons  to  inhabit,  and  no  fooner  is  the 
mighty  work  completed,  than  the  gracelefs  tenants 
kick  the  whole  fabrick  down,  and  laugh  at  the  arti- 
ficer for  his  pains. — (After  a  paufe  be  turns  to  ARI- 
NETTE,) And  you — Epicoene  being! — you  myfte- 
rious  fomething  ! — whom  may  you  be  ? 

An.  (Timidly.)  Ah  !  Sir,  I'm  afraid  if  I  tell  you, 
you'll  fend  poor  Arinette  to  a  houfe  of  correction. 

Bar.  How !  Arinette !  that  identical  runaway 
girl,  whom — 

Art.  Whom  you  always  fufpefted  to  be  very  near 
your  Nephew,  and  whom  you  commiflioned  little 
Alexander  to  difcover. 

Bar.  Oh !  what  a  confounded  old  dunce  I  have 
been,  to  have  wafted  fixty  years  in  the  purfuit  of 
knowledge,  and  at  laft,  not  be  able  to  diftinguifh 
the  mafculine  from  the  feminine  gender  !  Any  child 
who  can  jabber  his  hie,  h*c,  hof,  would  have  had  a 
clearer  infight  into  things. — And  I  was  fool  enough 
to  truft  you  with  my  confidence — huffey  !  how 
dared  you  to  deceive  me  thus  ? 

Art.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  but  you  chofe  to  deceive 
yourfelf— indeed  I  told  you  from  the  firft,-  that  you 
had  a  better  opinion  of  me  than  I  deferved,  but  you 
would  not  believe  me — you  faid  you  liked  my  face. 

Bar.  No — I  deny  that  I  ever  faid  fo~eh !  did  I  t- 

Art.  Indeed  you  did,  Sir— and  1  was  fo  flattered 
by  it— (She  fakes  off  her  Jockey's  Cap  and  laying  one 
Hand  upon  his  Shoulder,  looks  up  archly  in  bis  Face. ) 
Don't  you  like  my  face,  Sir  ? 

Bar.  (Drying  to  frown  )  No  ! — (  He  averts  his  Face 
from  ARINETTE,  when  CLOTILDA  places  her  Hand 
upon  his  other  Shoulder.) 

Clot.  (Goaxingly.)  Won't  you  forgive  me,  Sir? 

Bar,  (In  a  lower  tone.)  No ! 

Ari.  Don't  you,  Sir  ? 

Clot.  Won't  you,  Sir  ? 
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Ear.  Get  away — I  won't  be  wheedled — I  (hall  be 
laughed  at  and  ridiculed  through  the  whole  coun- 
try— 

Clot.  You  will  be  refpeded. 

An.  You  will  be  beloved. 

par.  I  had  fet  my  heart  upon  this  one  marriage — 

Clot.  Two  marriages  are  better  than  one,  Sir. 

-Bar.  I  had  fo  hoped  for  an  heir  to  my  eftate — 

Ari.  You  may  now  ftand  a  double  chance  of  ob- 
taining one,  Sir. 

Flo.  Baron! 

Lin.  Uncle ! 

Clot,  and  Ari.  (Eath  taking  a  Hand  and  kiffing  it .) 
Parent ! 

Bar.  ( AJttr  a  paufe ,  during  which  he  looks  at  the 
two  Girls  alternately.)— Zounds  !  I  can't  ftand  it 
any  longer — fuch  eyes ! — Oh  !  I  am  beaten  black  and 
Mue  —on  each  fide ! — Ah !  you  combuftible  hufleys ! 
veil  may  you  inflame  the  frefh  fuel  of  twenty-one, 
who  can  kindle  a  bonfire  on  the  burnt-out  embers 
of  threefcore. — Harky'e,  puppies — marry  them  out 
of  hand,  or  by  the  blood  of  the  Briancourt's,  I'll  go 
to  church  before  you,  and  perpetuate  the  family 
myfelf  ! 

Flo.  Deareft  Baron ! 

Lin.  Beft  of  Uncles! 

Clot,  and  Ari.  Moft  beloved  of  Parents  ? 

¥be  Girh  call  themfehes  enthufiafticalfy  upon  the  Barb's 
Neck,  while  the  Young  Men  kneel  before  him* 
frefs  bis  Hands  with  an  exprcjfion  of  grateful  Fervor, 

FINALE. 

Ari.      Merrily  the  race  I've  run, 

Fairly,  too,  the  prize  I've  won  ; 
Yet  in  vain  is  all  I've  done, 
'Till  YOU  my  claims  approve. 
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Lineal.  Young  and  handfome  is  my  wife, 
Little  prone  to  noife  or  ftrife — 
Happy,  then,  muft  pafs  my  life, 
If  YOU  confirm  our  love. 


Cktild.  Jealous  doubts  and  terrors  vain 
Oft  have  vex'd  my  lover's  brain ; 
But  for  ever  flies  fuch  pain, 
If  YOU  difpell  his  fears. 

i 

Fkr.     Wifdom  comes  when  locks  turn  grey- 
Mine  are  frefh— »then  let  me  fay — 
"  May  Youth,  Love  and  Folly  play 
4<  Unblam'd  for  many  years !" 


FINIS. 
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